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after - word 


ERRATIC 


The tide that rises back and forth 

The way back from the dream 

Another day lost, forgetting who we were 
But isn’t remembering a lie in itself, a way to 
force ourselves in our desired perception 

of ourselves? 

We often forget us being in that we are now, 
in how we act and how we choose to be 


The rest is the magic we enact on 
ourselves trying to control the meaning of 
our lives, our 

wrongest desires, and 

the way others flow 

in and out of our reach 


We will stay away 

and remember we learned 
so much 

from ourselves and others 


We will accept things move 


in random ways 


And we will carve our memories 
for others 


to see themselves into it 


d ’ygwah 


TO DANIEL NEPVEUX, SAINT OF OUR KIN 


You have witnessed the open wound 

You have outlived the night pouring out of it 
The great burning word, screamed from it 
The rising sign of Nothing as 
Nothing-in-Something 


You survived the trial 

that was meant for no one 
And you came back to us 
Breathing, still, but not still 
As alive as any living thing 


We dwell in burial chambers made for living 
We hide from great terrors, layed over our heads 
We offer, we plunder, we cry, knowing 

Our demise and distant stars 

But in the night that 

is nothing, in the dawn that 

is nothing, in the light of the day that means 
nothing 

You show us we are still here 

You teach us we are still feeling 

And however scattered and bruised 

Our world walks with us 

Barefoot and hurting 

But close as a lover 


Rejoice to the Saint of the Wound! 


after - word 


(UNTITLED, 1) 


And death shall have a new memory 
A memory of unrequested deeds 

A shape of desire long forgotten 

A map from memory to meaning 


d ’ygwah 


RULE 


Act 
until your actions 
hold meaning 


Observe 

how the form 

survives it, and how 
despair hides in the action 
without life 


after - word 


FORGET 


To bury the hatchet 
beneath the world itself 


d ’ygwah 


Hope 


I may not hold or protect you all. 

I may not be near enough when the world will crush you and the 
vultures will rip your bodies apart: I will learn of your demise from a 
distant kin, a traveling light, or the aching of scars. 


But I will keep you close behind my eyes; Pll dream of your fu- 
tures and how they'll be bright. I'll hum your songs to feel the thoughts 
they carry, and tell of your exploits to cheat death and how we met. 
The buzzing will fill my ears, and the hum will become a hymn for 
your lucky stars. When it will stop silence will drown me and I won’t 
feel bad; for you were, you are, and I will do my part. However lost or far. 


Onwards to the day we'll forget it all, and glory to our lost arts! 
For no end 
means 


harm 


after - word 


(UNTITLED, 2) 


I already gave up much 
When I'll reap 


what I’ve sown? 


Sewn back to life 
countless times 

By a needle 

living in my insides 
Unaware 

of any chance to die 
Given by choice 
Nurtured by time 


There is much to see yet beneath this world 


d ’ygwah 


SPINE 


Though my mind may be bruised and scattered 


my world travels with me 


after - word 


WAVE 


Pinning needles into life itself 
suppressed but observable 
bearing - sunwaves - lukewarm 

A syllable of an angel in my throat 
The rise of what never was 

The call of what’s been 


ANPHE FAMINE EASY ANPHEFAMINE EASY 


Progression breaks and disappears 


texture: bride-veil 

an all-engulfing absence of order 

an all-engulfing absence of shape 
drifting behind the curtains 

beyond the wail: thrust! 

the dancer arcane - ritual obsolete 
meaning a delicacy unsuited for us 
meaning unedibile - unhealthy for us 
form a necessity only when togheter 
form unnecessary wherever we’re with brethren 
kinhood as an escape - a trap of order 
SILENCE! 


No-one - an answer to my thoughts 
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(UNTITLED, 3) 


I dreamt that I was dreaming 
Moving along 
the edge of God 
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after - word 


I do exist 

whether possible or not, given the weight of death in the back of my 
mind. I craved for years for annihilation, only to find it was just another 
way to forget where I came from. 

I am both in the back of my mind, where the dragon asks for my 
blood, and in the back of others’ minds, where I may or may not hold 
importance. 

But 

I do exist. 


Wherever I will go, whenever the occasion in the future, I will 
carry this meaning with me. The memories, the actions, the instinct: 
they will not cease. I will never be able to erase them. Everything that 
fades just moves silently to another room, and waits for the moment to 


resurface and tell you, in a solemn voice: 


"You cannot cease 
you cannot unburden yourself 
You are your weight" 


However lost, weak and lonely, my world travels with me. 
Everyone of you. 

Iama torch 

I burn with meaning 


And by my own meaning Ill be consumed 
Arise, again! 


as a Bearer 
as a Torch that Lights no Place 


II 
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CLOSURE 


I long for the day I will become nothing: 
not the trembling, shaking nothing of the severed self; 
not the absentee, pallid nothing of the lonely self. 


Nothing as in being done, complete, far from both desire and 
yearning: 

from past and future, from meaning unresolved and far away dreams. 
We hope for the place that will annihilate us: 

we yearn for the last place, the ledge at the end of the world. 

A pier where the sun once stood. 


we're not long for this world 
not here anymore 
we're far already 


we're coming home 


Where the tale tells the sun was 
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FREE ONLY IN DEATH 
ALONE AT THE END OF THE WORLD 
ALETHEIA 
ATIRAT 
ARES 
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